CARDONEK                                     397
wasn't jesting, Mat,5' she said. '*! believe you are a liule bit in
love with that girl."
An electric shock of fury made his big frame tremble from
head to foot. "I won't . . . allow . . . anyone ... to talk to
me like that!" The words burst from him before he had the re-
motest idea that he was going to be seized by this rush of blind
anger. He experienced a little difficulty in the gathering dusk over
the latch of the small gate.
Miss Crow was soon standing by his side. "I didn't mean to
tease you. Mat. I ought to have known better," she whispered.
He bowed his head so that she could see only his rough eye-
brows sticking out beneath the frontal corrugations, like those of
a Neanderthal skull, of his heavy forehead. He regained his
composure by staring at a minute ant that was making a dead
moth move as if it were alive upon the ground under the gate.
He swallowed his saliva in a fierce gulp and raised his head
with a jerk. "We are a pair of old fools, Elizabeth," he said,
"and that's the long and short of it. You're much too good to
me, and don't you ever think I don't know it! Well! Take care
of yourself and don't 'ee carry that heavy coal-scuttle any more.
Tossie's got twice the strength you've got. I suppose you carry
your own water upstairs too?"
"Not always, Mat dear; not often! Good night and God bless
you." And she turned and re-entered her door.
While Mat Dekker, the father, was parting from Elizabeth
Crow to return to the kingdom ruled over by Penny Pitches,
Sam Dekker, the son, was unwillingly tearing himself away from
the lodgings of John Crow, Elizabeth's erratic nephew.
It was John, now the salaried secretary of Mr. Geard, who had
made the advances. It was part of his new job to make advances
in every direction. John had already "approached" nearly a
third of the educated citizens of Glastonbury and it had become
time to approach the younger Dekker. He had given Sam tea in
his new room, and Sam too, like his father, had cursed himself
for eating so much bread and butter while the despotic Penny
waited for him in the offing. And he had cast a complete glamour
over Sam. Sam, unlike his father in this, had no living soul to